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thee have any use for the ticket, or if anybody
would be disappointed by not having it, I shall be
quite as well satisfied to stay quietly where I am.
I would like to see Dickens, but I have no head fit
to hear him ; and should prefer on the whole not
to go this evening. Two mortal hours of listening
is more than I can bear."

He did not attend the reading, but he had an
opportunity of meeting the author whose writings
he had so thoroughly enjoyed.

During the winter of 1867-68, Mr. "Whittier
was quite seriously ill with a fever. On the 18th
of January, he was unable to write, but by the
hand of an attendant he sent word to Mr. Fields
that for four weeks he had been more seriously ill
than he had ever been previously ; the slow fever
seemed at that time to be nearly ended, leaving
him without appetite, and very weak. On the
28th, he wrote to Lucy Larcom: "At last I am
allowed pen and ink (perhaps it would have been
better if the prohibition had begun twenty years
ago!) and can speak for myself. I have been
very sick, but now am gaining every day. It will,
however, be a good while before I shall get up
even to my usual very moderate degree of health
and strength. It is a marvel to me that I am as
well as I am. I long for dry land, and the snow
looks dreary! If I was well I should like it. I
have done a great business in building castles in
Spain. It is good and cheap amusement, and it is
just about as well as if real timber and bricks
were in use."

An illustrated edition of Whittier's poems was